* 'When from the war beyond the seas

The reckless Lancers home returned,
Their spoils were laid across my knees,

About my lips their kisses burned.

"Back from the Comradeship of Death,

Free from the Friendship of the Sword,
With brilliant eyes and famished breath

They came to me for their reward.

"Why do I tell you all these things,

Baring my life to you, unsought?
When Passion folds his wearied wings

Sleep should be follower, never Thought.

"Ay, let us sleep. The window pane

Grows pale against the purple sky.
The dawn is with us once again,

The dawn; which always means good-bye."

Within her little treilised room, beside the palm-fringed sea,
She, wakeful in the scented gloom, spoke of her youth to me.
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